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Yuletide Greetings 

^And once a year with Yuletide cheer 
i The winter winds do blow. 

/ The seasons round do go, 

The snow sweeps down once more; 

While icy blast and frost doth last, 

The merry fires will roar. 

May Christmas Spirit kind, 

So warm, so true, descend on you. 

And joyous fill your mind. 

Greetings be to thee. 

In Yuletide days there are no stays. 

So join with us in glee. J. A. B. 
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His Chance 

LEHMAN LUSKY, ’24 

|OHN WEST, JR., was ^ 

^ Iqw at a bij2r Eastern school, iwenty 
^ WoX lL west, Sr,, had hnished a law curse 

at the same university. upholding the 

As a student of law, John West, J r , wa 

family name at this ^jjJg^gtudies and making many 

students, but making g failed, in 

friends did not satisfy toaf ' honor of all, to fill his 

what ™ “"““'"VvarsTtrfootball team and really to 
father’s shoes on the va y ^^at chance 

do something ^ drying for the varsity for foui 

did he have? He had been b 

years, and ^es^ ^e more game that he could 

the second team, ihe substitutes; this game 

watch from the bene wi Eastern Conference to his 

meant the championship of the E J ^ 

Alma Mater. What did he care whether ne g 
or not, just so the Maroons worn 

Although John did not think there w^ 

play in the coming ga^. ® had made the 

the same vigor he would have aone 

three “W’s.” wpst Jr., sat in his 

The night before the ^ p^^yed on tlie 

room thinking of «>' e™* htarf the defeat 

morrow. How often had ^ „( ,„„ege 

of the Maroon team he captai heard his 

,, the Blue team. How many 
father make a wish that h h 

that Blue 'f^,t to be played the next 

thinking about the big game “ Benson, 

day and praying Y^rdfy fo’rming the Maroon 

fo™;rrr hf -ch faith in hie prayer. 
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It was Thanksgiving evening. The big stadium was 
packed, pennants were flying, bands were playing their 
school’s songs. At two-thirty the big Maroon team trotted 
out on the field; their first and second squads snapped out 
signals up and down the sideline. A few minutes later the 
big Blue team entered through a gate on the opposite side 
of the field and two Blue squads snapped signals up and 
down the opposite sidelines. 

The whistle blew to start the game ; the Maroons kicked 
off to the Blues, who punted on the first down. In turn 
the Maroons punted back to them and the punting duel con- 
tinued through the first half. The half ended: Maroons, 
0; Blues, 0. 

In the third quarter both teams made a touchdown. 
The Maroons were successful in their try for the point after 
touchdown, while the Blues failed in their attempt. Thus 
the third period ended : Maroons, 7 ; Blues, 6. 

The coaches and subs on the bench looked confident and 
a smile beamed out on every Maroon bench-warmer’s face. 
But suddenly the smile disappeared and a gloomy look ap- 
peared on their faces, for the Blue team was driving for 
the Maroon goal. The big Blue fullback was ploughing the 
Maroon line, ripping off five to ten yards each try. They 
steadily marched the ball dovra to the Maroon one-yard 
line. “Time out,’’ for the Maroons. Everyone on the 
Maroon bench thought their captain had taken time out to 
slow up the Blue offense; but look, they were carrying a 
Maroon player off the field. Who was he? What luck 
for the Blue! It was Benson, the big Maroon right tackle, 
the backbone of their line. 

The fiery eyes of the subs were turned upon McNeil, 
their head coach. 

“West,” he snapped. A player on the far end of the 
bench jumped to his feet as if he had been shot. The coach 
trotted up to him. “West, go in and take right tackle, they 
are on our one-yard line. We have only a minute to nlav 
Hold them.” 
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The smart little Blue quarterback saw the 8"'^®***“*”’°* 

under his arm and fullback around the 

t.. .a.,, 

e.,," o«^er.l number,. ThiuHug he did n^ ^ow fte 

Stf ,uZn^“nve“ he held and hnew the ,an,e was 
After that aame. John West, Jr, was the proudest boy 

earned his W. 
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The Adventure of a Taxi Driver 

C. J. Rea, ’24 

H COOL, clammy rain was falling. In front of the 
Central Station it was forming into puddles, dark, 
sinister, bottomless puddles. The Midnight Ex- 
press had just pulled out. A man sat huddled in a knot 
with his mackinaw collar pulled high around his ears, for 
the night was cold and the wind chilled one to the bone. 
The yellow of his taxi stood out against the dark back- 
ground of the deserted warehouse. It was on a night like 
this that Fate came into the uneventful life of Ernest Nel- 
son. She came in the person of a tall, heavy set man, with 
a dark overcoat, a moustache, and a slouch hat pulled low 
over his eyes, carrying a worn, brown leather portfolio. 
He came through the heavy oaken doorway with long 
strides, stopped, gazed up into the black sky, shivered, 
pulled his overvoat collar about his neck and darted for 
Nelson’s taxi through the hazy rain. Arousing him, he 
called in a voice which meant “service”: 

“14 Dearborn Street.” 

While driving over the rough cobblestone street leading 
into Dearborn Street, Nelson meditated upon the marked 
difference between the stranger and Dearborn Street. What, 
thought he, would this well-dressed man want in poor, 
smelly, dimly-lighted Dearborn Street, near the docks, at 
midnight? Well, the motto of all good taxi drivers is, 
“Mind your own business,” and one must fulfil it to the 
letter. “Such a night,” thought he, as he drove up to the 
curb, stopped and flashed his spotlight on the house. It 
revealed the number “14,” irregularly painted on the tran- 
som above the door. The house was constructed of brick, 
was of one story, and its windows were screened by worn 
green shades pulled down. The steps to the vestibule led 
right off the sidewalk. A winding stairway plunged into 
inky black darkness, supposedly into a cellar. Not that 
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Ernest was interested in cellars, but his observing eye took 
in every detail. Not a half ininute 

observations. He looked at the taxi meter. $1.13. Just 
about what he had guessed. Reaching around and open- 

and as the man alighted, he added. 

"*^^He was told to wait, and the man disappeared into the 
darkness of the winding stairway. Nelson settled dowi^n 
h“ "ral and shut o« the motor He wae — * 
when his ears caught the sound of approaching 

for the ceiUne. W said a voice, and hacked 

it up with a 38-calibre revolver. 

“All right. Bad Eye. let ’em have it. 

Whereupon an arm stretched out holding m the pal 
o, t” a sponge. Neison caught the — g -eet 
odor of chloroform. A feeble struggle and 

Ernest Nelson awoke In a box car, bewildwd. What 
was he doing here? Oh, yes, the chloroform. We i, Im had 
tetter b“ getting back to work. He was plainly befud- 
dled While searching through his pockets he ° . 

Sch told him the cold hard fact that he ^ 

luck to come in the way of this man. He revetted tn 
fact but it was necessary for him to keep a close mouthy 
S he did not. then another way would be used to silence 
him. Then and there Nelson determined that ^ 
like detective work. He went to the out 

The sun was out. but the ground was cold and wet. n 
still had his leather leggings, mackinaw and J'"’* 
gloves. The station lay a little way up the track and he 

'"^"so thif was Sr/otd. He had traveled a long 
home. After getting his breakfast ^or °ut ^ the 

<R1 13 fare found in his pocket, he wandered about the 
Sreets of the town trying to make up his mind what to do. 
tmeone tapped him on the shoulder. It was a policy 

“Just arrived, son?” he questioned. 
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“Yes,” answered Nelson. 

“Then trot along with me,” he said. 

They walked two squares to the station. Upon arriving 
He was put into a cell, where he spent the night. Well, 
he was warm and they could not do a thing to him, for he 
had committed no crime. 

In the morning a detective came to him, who said he was 
from Nashton, Nelson’s home town. The detective said 
that Nelson’s taxi had been found at its usual place next 
morning in good order, that the man with the moustache 
was head of a band of counterfeiters, and that the police 
needed Nelson’s help in cleaning up the gang. 

Nelson hesitated. He thought of the note and of the 
threatened attempt on his life if he should reveal the hid- 
ing place of the gang. Well, they had caused him a great 
deal of trouble and he’d show them that he was not to be 
bullied. 

Upon arriving at Nashton they went at once to head- 
quarters and obtained a squad of plain clothes men. Nelson 
led the way to 14 Dearborn Street by a roundabout way 
and they soon had the house surrounded. About an hour 
elapsed. The man with the moustache came out of the 
cellar and started up the street. When he noticed the de- 
tectives he wheeled about and ran down the winding stair- 
way and the detectives opened fire. They rushed the house. 
Nelson ran around to the alleyway and waited. Pretty 
soon the man with the moustache slid out of a narrow win- 
dow and getting on his feet started on a run down the 
alley. Nelson ran after him. He had to get this man. The 
man soon found that someone was after him and ran faster. 
Nelson soon realized that he was no match for this heavy 
man if they came in close encounter, so he decided to take 
a chance. 

He caught up with the man, left his feet and executed a 
perfect block from behind. He hit his opponent above 
the knees, who fell with a resounding thud on his face. 
Nelsons’ brain worked quickly. Drawing from his pocket 
a pair of cuffs given him by the detective, he fastened 



10 MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 

them to the man's wrists behind his back. Picking up 
the revolver that had fallen from the man grasp w en 
he fell, Nelson marched him to the police station, where e 

waited to hear the results of the raid. 

No one had escaped but Bryan, the detectives said, as 
they came into the station with prisoners, dies, stamps 
and bogus money. They were full of admiration Nel- 
son when they learned that he had captured Bryan. T y 
all had been after him. because there was a rich reward 

Nelson can be seen any day now in front of the Central 
Station in his taxi. He has a good bank account and de- 
clares that he does not want a night job again. 


The Terrors of the North 

Otis B. Radebaugh, '24 

WILD cry broke the stillness of the night and 
echoed far over the wide expanse of the northern 
forest. This cry was answered from somewhere 
out in that inky blackness, and was finally taken up by 
many lusty-throated voices. It was the hunting cry of the 
wolf pack. John Saunders shuddered at the thought of 
having to make the trip to the village with the pack so near 
to his cabin. He had run out of supplies and the village 

was twenty miles distant. _ 

Sanders was afraid of no man. He was a young giant, 
six feet and one inch of bone and muscle. He had firm 
and fine features which marked him as a cultured and well- 
bred man. He was born and reared in Chicago and had 
come north three years ago, seeking adventure. He was 
twenty-four years of age now and well able to take care 

of himself. ^ . t*. 

The smouldering embers of the fire cast a soft glow 

over the interior of the cabin. It was not a large cabin, only 
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two rooms, but they were warm and comfortable. Sanders 
was just dozing off to sleep when that blood-curdling cry 
broke forth again. He came to his feet with the sound. He 
must start now if he was to reach the village by daylight, 
but he had only four cartridges for his rifle, and there 
were at least twenty-five wolves in that pack. Could he 
wait and make the trip tomorrow? No, he would have 
to get back in time to run his trap line tomorrow after- 
noon. 

He put on his heavy fur coat and cap, picked up his 
rifle and went out and harnessed his dogs. He must hurry 
for the pack was ever increasing in number. He headed 
his dogs toward the village, the nearest outpost of civili- 
zation. He covered a mile and the pack had not yet caught 
his scent. A wild hope surged through him. If he could 
gain another mile as a start he believed that he could beat 
them, but in that instant his hope was crushed, for a 
chorus of howls greeted this thought, and he knew that 
the pack had found his trail. 

“Mush !’ ’he cried, and cracked his whip with a loud re- 
port over,'his leader’s head. The effect was instantaneous, 
and every dog leaped forward as one. They glided over 
the thin ice crust at a rapid rate of speed. Even at this 
pace, with the dogs doing their best, the wolves were stead- 
ily gaining on them., for the dogs were pulling a load, while 
the wolves were running free, their broad chests close to 
the ground. 

Sanders had gone but five miles and the pack was not 
more than three-fourths of a mile behind. His dogs could 
not last long at the killing pace at which they were now 
traveling. He emerged from the forest into a lake just 
as the Aurora Borealis burst forth in all of its glory. The 
ice was swept bare here by the untiring efforts of the wind. 
He mushed out over the ice, listening to the howls of the 
pack constantly drawing nearer. He looked back, and, by 
the illumination of the Northern Lights, saw them coming 
out of the forest on the shining ice of the lake. They 
were not over one-half of a mile distant. 
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His team was slowing down. The killing pace was be-- 
ginning to tell. They were in the first stages of fatigue, 
and he was ten miles from his destination. Could he make 
it? He had a fighting chance, but it was a small one. He 
could climb a tree, but he would die from the cold. This 
would be a more merciful death, but he had rather take 
the chance of beating the pack, for he was perspiring now, 
and if he stopped exercising death would be the penalty. 

His team came to a halt. One of his dogs had dropped 
to the ground from exhaustion and lay in the snow, his 
mouth opened wide, gasping for breath. Sanders hesitated 
only an instant. His trained senses told him immediately 
what was the matter. With a quick, cat-like leap, he was 
beside the disabled dog. He unharnessed him and, wrap- 
ping him in the large bearskin robe which he always kept 
for emergencies like this, he laid him in the sledge and 
started on once more. This pause in his flight, although 
not more than fifteen seconds had been required to make 
the change, had let the pack gain at least one hundred and 
fifty yards. 

They had not gone more than half a mile before he was 
obliged to take out another of his team, but this time there 
was another to take his place, for the dog which he had 
taken out previously was somewhat refreshed by his rest 
and was good for another two miles before being taken 
out again. These changes became so frequent that the 
running pack was hardly two hundred yards behind. San- 
ders whirled, rifle in hand. He would fight until his last 
breath was gone. It was then that he got a good look at 
these gaunt, hungry wolves. They were running with that 
lithe and easy grace with which the creatures of the wild 
run, their muscles sliding under their heavy skins like well- 
greased machinery. The leader of the pack, an enormous 
half dog and half wolf, was running far in the lead. It was 
at him that Sanders fired his first shot. The beast leaped 
high in the air and fell to the earth, shot squarely between 
the eyes. Most of the pack stopped and turned on their 
dead leader with all of the ferociousness of starving ani- 
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mals, while the rest kept on after this hated human being 
who had invaded their game trails. Sanders fired his three 
last shots and three wolves were left lying dead in thej 
snow. 

I 

The pack was within fifty feet of him, and taking his 
gun by the barrel, he swung it over his head. The first 
wolf to spring for his throat was met by a terrific blow 
from the stock of the rifie. The wolf lay writhing in the 
snow with a broken back. Sanders swung his club with 
the swiftness and accuracy of a madman, killing four out- 
right and injuring five more before a great furry body hit 
him from behind and four white fangs buried themselves 
in his shoulder. The impact threw him forward and his 
head struck a tree. A black curtain was swiftly dropping 
over his eyes, but before he reached complete insensibility 
he heard the sharp crack of a rifle, fired many times in 
quick succession. 

"Tak nudder dreenk,” someone was saying, “you had 
wan close call dat tarn.” He felt the burn of whiskey be- 
ing held to his lips. He opened his eyes and beheld the 
dark visage of an Indian smiling down at him. 

“You saved my life,” whispered Sanders, “I can never 
repay you — but how are my dogs?” 

“Good,” beamed the Indian. 

Sanders settled back contentedly, for the dog teams 
come next after human lives in the North. 


Our 

Dorris Davidson, ’25 



Loved by a band of loyal men. 

This band of men loved he. 

His loyalty to it began 

From lofty sources, loftier than 

Would bid him seek one single end alone. 

To it in duty and in favor. 

To it in spirit and in labor. 

Never once he failed — 

For in his heart a strength prevailed full blown. 


f 

\ 
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Our Coach and Our Captain 

Baxter Moore, '25 

Now that the football season is over and we are city 
champions for the first time in several years, I think it is 
only right to say a few words in praise, first, of our great 
coach, Mr. Amie Sykes, and next of our gallant little cap- 
tain, Perry Sawyer. No wonder we have had a champion- 
ship team this year, with two such leaders to guide us. 

Mr. Sykes is a gentleman in every respect and as rare 
a football coach as one can find. Fair and square, he 
picked no favorites, but chose the men that would play 
the best football. And what a team he did have. He made 
that team, if ever a coach made one. No man on it will 
ever forget him, not because of his seeming strictness at 
times, but because of our universal respect for him. May 
we have him with us again next year. 

Now for Perry Sawyer, for three years captain of our 
team. That alone is proof enough of everyone's feelings 
toward him. Dear to the hearts not only of the team, but 
also the whole school, he was always in the thick of the 
fight, encouraging his men and urging them on to victory. 
Can any one recall a single act of his that was not in accord 
with the highest ideals of sportsmanship? This is his last 
year and he will be hard to replace. But we are sure that 
he will be just as successful and win a place in the hearts 
of everyone he meets in after years as he has here with us. 


She was a dulcie. 
He was a Sheik ; 
He was strong. 
She was weak ; 
He was fast. 

She was slow; 
That's as far 
As we go. 


— Pickup. 



We regret to record the death of Hugh Reams, ’21, on 
October 23. Reams was one of the steadiest and best stu- 
dents we have known. He always was in uncertain health, 
owing to heart troubles, and too strenuous an application 
to his studies at Sewanee led to his untimely end. 

* m * 

Wallace Murray, ’16, is with the Auto Accessory Cor- 
poration in Chicago. 

♦ • • 

Ed F. Rooney, ’16, was recently elected Secretary of 
the Hippodrome Motor Car Company, of Nashville, succeed- 
ing his father, M. F. Rooney, who recently died. 

* * * 

Martin A. Rooney, ’06, and John J. Rooney, ’09, who are 
in business now in New York, were recently in the city, 
being called here on account of the death of their father, 
M. F. Rooney. 

* * * 

James “Pos” Hirsig, ’16, well known alumnus and one- 
time football coach, was married recently to Miss Love 
Pierce, of Nashville. 

« « « 

Ralph Morrissey, ’23, reports much midnight oil being 
burned at Washington and Lee. 

* * * 

Wm H. McGowan, ’23, has recently written us from 
Georgia Tech. 
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Maney R. Edmondson, ’17, is with Stone Bros., invest- 
ment brokers, of Kansas City. He is married and has a 
son who, he says, is headed for Mi. B. A. as soon as he 
can make it. 

* * * 

Russell Niles, ’23, is a corporal in the R. 0. T. C. at 
Carnegie Tech. 

* « « 

Merrill R. Stone, ’09, is with the Moore & Jones To- 
bacco Co. 

♦ • ♦ 

John R. Aust, Jr., ’17, after filling so brilliantly the 
ofiice of Clerk of the House of Representatives of the last 
Legislature, is now Secretary to Hilary Howse, Mayor of 
Nashville. He should know something of state and city 
government after a while. 

* * * 

Ben M. Bransford, ’16, is with the Kirkpatrick Coal 
Co., of Nashville. 

* * * 

Homer Gibbs, ’21, is with the National Life & Accident 
Insurance Co. 

* * « 

James Griffin, ’21, is with the Armour Packing Co. in 
Atlanta. 

* * * 

Must be nice to be sick — flowers, candies, girls and 
everything. What, Pete? 

♦ ♦ 

On October 25, Miss Clara B. Black gave a wiener roast 
in honor of Mr. Hines and Mr. Willie Martin. Among the 
notables present were: Mr. Crockett Gunn and Miss Eva 
May Giddys, Owen Hines and Miss Dorothy Nailer. It has 
also been reported that Hilliard Phillips had Miss Kathlyn 
Lunch there, but we are not sure. It was dark and Phillips 
is reported to be a bear in the dark. Amnog the casualties 
besides those killed by the weiners several were trampled in 
the rush by the boys to get a look at the beautiful hostess. 
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We dedicate this issue to our coach and football squad 
of nineteen hundred and twenty-three. As a fighting ma- 
chine they were good, in their fellowship they were excel- 
lent, in spirit they were unequalled. Never did they fail, 
no matter how tight the straits, never was a man wanting 
when there was a gap to fill. Their loyalty, courage and 
honest effort will make them ever present to our memories. 
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The old school buildirg used to be a handsome dwelling 
house. Although it was turned into a school, the parlors 
and reception halls remained, though bare of any furnish- 
ings whatever. This year the student body resolved to 
utilize this opportunity for making an excellent reading 
and reception room. As it was entirely an affair of their 
own, each boy pledged two dollars toward fitting out these 
rooms with some settees, oak tables, chairs and furniture 
befitting a club room, various plants, mantel ornaments and 
decorations were given by persons outside the school who 
were interested in the project, and the result is our re- 
ception hall, of which we, as well as the boys to come, will 
te proud. It will also go far toward making of a more 
attractive character our dances and social events. 
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Since we have our new building we have an opportu- 
nity to branch out in a line heretofore new to us. We 
have two things which we have lacked: one an audito- 
rium, the other a stage. With these facilities we can do 
as other schools do and put a few plays and stunt nights 
on at the school. If a dramatic club were formed and some 
really interesting plays put on, the whole school could get 
together on some nights and have a bully time. Refresh- 
ments could be served in the lunch room and amusement 
from the stage. Give this serious thought, fellows, it is 
well worth thinking on. 


We, students of M. B. A., wish to present the foot ball 
team of ’23 with our congratulations for the splendid way 
in which it marched through the season this year. The 
morale and spirit has been better, the fellowship better, and 
the teamwork better than ever before. The players not 
only tried to do well themselves, but to help their team- 
mates to do well likewise. We always had an eleven-man 
football team on the field. 


The literary societies are an institution at the school. 
It has been the custom to start this work when the football 
season ended. There are three societies in the school: the 
Ewing Society, the Clark Society, and the Billy Goat 
Society. Contests are held between the different societies 
both in debate and declamation. A lively interest is usually 
taken by the boys in these societies for the contestants for 
the Castle Heights affair, the declamation contests of Se- 
wanee and at Vanderbilt, and the contestants at the com- 
mencement exercises are chosen from the best men in the 
three societies. There are medals and honors to be won 
in this branch of the school activities. So when this work 
starts we want to look alive and take an interest in it. 


This year, fellows, we have taken great pride in our 
buildings, but it seems that we have forgotten our campus. 
We have a very beautiful terrace and lawn fronting on the 
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Harding Road, and this part of our grounds is being marred 
and defaced and will eevntually be ruined if a standing 
evil is not remedied soon. This fault is the driving of cars 
down the terrace. A road is being made which will soon 
wash out into an ugly gully and then the whole aspect of 
the front campus will be ruined. So watch out yourselves 
and try to get others to do the same, and probably we can 
save it yet. 


The school is showing a fine spirit in regard to basket- 
' ball and we should have a very good team. A large squad 
is coming out. The first few practices after the football 
season are really very funny. We have four regulars from 
last year — Roberts, Eaton, Young and Reed. The new 
material looks very good also. 



Since the publication of the last Bulletin the exchange 
list has grown a great deal. We are glad to see that most 
of our old exchanges are with us again this year. We are 
also glad to note several additions to our list. 

We are pleased to acknowledge receipt of the following 

papers : 

The Columbia Jester, Columbia University, New York. 
The Delphian, Moses Brown School, Providence, R. I. 
The Carpetbagger, Vanderbilt University, Nashville, 
Tenn. 

The Volunteer, Peabody Demonstration School, Nash- 
ville, Tenn. 
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The Juggler, Notre Dame University^ Notre Dame, Ind. 

The Cavalier, Castle Heights Military Academy, Leb- 
anon, Tenn. 

The Weekly Junior, Fort Worth Junior High School, 
Fort Worth, Texas. 

The Echo, Hume-Fogg High School, Nashville, Tenn. 

The WaUace World, Wallace University School, Nash- 
ville, Tenn. 

The Purple and White, Branham & Hughes School, 
Spring Hill, Tenn. 

The Signal, Central High School, Columbia, Tenn. 

The Normalite, Middle Tennessee State Normal, Mur- 
freesboro, Tenn. 


In Our Opinion 

The Wallace World — A very well arranged paper, but 
with all its ‘'ads” it might afford to carry more reading 
matter. 

The Delphian — As a literary achievement, excellent. The 
editor of the exchange department deserves much credit 
for his work. 

Purple and White — Shows a very decided lack of ma- 
terial, especially in the literary and editorial departments. 
The athletic department is good. 

The Signal — Its literary department is very well de- 
veloped. 

We can get no information as to the future of “Smuck” 
Eaton. He seems to have too many “dolls.” This is a 
smoke screen. What’s behind it? Reward offered. 


L 


** 00 ! of IKo Mi^K Pent Dislrtcb* 

OWENSTEINK 


Cor. 41l! Avc. < Dcadcrick ((nd. 
EVERYTHINS VOUNSMEN WEAR. 
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Sheiks’ Annual Convention held in Knoxville, November 
29 - 30 . 

* * * 

The Battees — Ralls, Bowman, K. Jones, O. Geny L. 
Geny, Rea, Raulston, V. Murray. 

* * • 

New Problem in the Mathematics Department: Mr. 
Lisenby wants to know if two can live as cheap as one. He’ll 
soon find out. 

♦ ♦ * 

Basketball prospects look better this year. It looks as if 

we are jToing* to have the best team we have had in several 
seasons. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

‘‘Dutch” Ralls has invaded Donelson. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Buck” Whitsitt denies that he is an Irishman. He says 
that he eats cheese because he likes it 

* ♦ ♦ 

“Gorgeous George, my big adorable captain.” 

♦ * * 

Piute ’ says that he will have plenty of goose grease for 
his hair after Christmas. 

• * ♦ 

The revenge that Heights got on us by defeating Pea- 
body must have been awfully sweet. We certainly hope 
that they enjoyed it. We did. 
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It hurts when you think that the following boys played 
their last game of football for M. B. A. — we’ll say they did 
it well : Sawyer, Lusky, Kelly, Young, Hines, Gunn, Mayo, 
Ralls, Raulston, Upper, Ray, Porter, Eaton. 

* « * 


It seems that 
Waverly. 


“Mush” Martin is still the 

* « « 


Sheik 


of 


“Killer” Keene has been elected manager of the base- 
ball team for the coming season. We hope he gets lots 
of trips. 

* * * 

“Ed” says he hopes that he gets a slip-on sweater. We 
can’t see why. 

« « * 


A most successful football season has just passed. Let's 
make the basketball season just as successful. 

« « « 

Mr. Caldwell tells this one on “Pill” Raulston : M. B. A. 
and Central High were playing their annual game in the 
Dell. Mr. Caldwell was selling tickets at the box office 
when two woung ladies walked up as if to purchase tickets. 
They inquired if Raulston was playing. Mr. Caldwell re- 
plied that he was not. The two young ladies turning away 
at the same time, said, “Oh, well, we didn’t want to see the 
game anyway.” 

* « « 

The men out for the basketball team are: Johnson, 
Hardin, McEwen, M. Upper, J. Kelly, C. Kelley, Reed, Ball, 
Raulston, Meadows, Young, Gunn, Roberts, Bedford, 

Brown. They are all showing up well. 

♦ ♦ * 

Maybe the Foggers would like to play the game over 

again on a dry field. So would we. 

♦ * « 

A certain young lady threatened to have her brother 
throw “Sparky” out the next time he comes to see her. Yea, 
Sparky, Yea! 
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Porter has been requested to appear at our next dance 
in his Polock uniform. 

« « « 

Beginning in the next issue we announce the opening 
of an “Annie Laurie” page. “Sweetie” Reed will answer 
all questions on how to be a Sheik. If you desire to be a 
good Sheik, or if there is anything you want to know per- 
taining to the ways of a Sheik, send your questions to the 
local editor. 

* * 4i 

Mrs. Johnson gave her class a holiday Monday follow- 
ing the Hume-Fogg game; but that wasn't the best of it, 
fellows. After the Central game she presented the squad 
with a ten-pound fruit cake and three gallons of ice cream. 
Maybe it isn't worth the time of some of the fellows to come 
out for the team. We thank you, one and all, Senora. 

« ♦ * 

If Riddle doesn't look out the school K. K. K. will get 
him. 

* ♦ * 

We wonder who the doll is that has been standing “Sot” 
Phillips up recently. 

« « « 

Fessor Lisenby says he wondered for a long time 
whether to get married or buy a Ford, and decided to get 
married. 

• * * 

What has become of “Egg House”? No one has been 
able to locate him. 


THOMAS j. CRANCH 

VANDERBILT SERVICE SHOP 

Old M. 6. A. Man 

CLEANING, PRESSING and BARBER SHOP 

with 

1927 Broad St. Phone Hem. 380 

FINLEY’S SHOP 

Work Called For and Delivered 

Maxwell House Bldg. 

Nashville, Tenn. 
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The Faculty 

R. Bottoms. 

Here’s to Mr. Cherry, 

He’s always giving time; 

But this bally, beastly thing, 

I cannot make it rhyme. 

Here’s to Fessor Wilson, 

With his paddle in his hand. 

He loves to hit each of us boys, 

It hurts to beat the band. 

Here’s to Mr. Caldwell, 

He’s always playing round; 

I have to walk ten miles or more 
To keep from out his bound. 

Here’s to Mrs. Ball, 

A hard mistress is she; 

She’d like to get the school fixed up 
So we can give a tea. 

Here’s to Mr. Lisenby, 

A shark in math is he; 

And in two weeks, or maybe more, 

A married man he’ll be. 

« * * 

If at first you don’t succeed, take her a box of candy. 

« * « 

There have not been many contributions to the locals. 
Don’t be backward. If they are good they will be pub- 
lished. You will find a box in the Honor Room; drop them 
in it. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

It is a shame that ‘Tete” had to get hurt in the last 
game. After playing such good ball all through the season 
it was hard to believe that he was seriously hurt. We all 
hope to see him out by Christmas. 
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Have you seen Riddle’s spats ? Oh, deah ! 

♦ ♦ ♦ 




She: 

He. 


“Oh, what a dark room!” 

“Well, here’s where things develop.” — Juggler. 

* * * 


Has any one been able to find out where Raulston was 
during the Morgan game? 

♦ ♦ * 


Sing a song of nonsense, 

A pocket full of rye; 

Four and twenty spongers 
Pleading with a guy; 

When the flask was opened. 

They all began to drink; 

And then they went to classes — 

I don t think ! — Mercury, 

* ♦ • 

Young Lady : “What a pity it is that handsome men are 
always conceited.” 

Sweetie: “Not always, little girl. I am not.” 

♦ ♦ « 

Gertie : ^ “My husband must be square, upright and 
grand.” 

Pete : “You don’t want a husband ; you want a piano.” 

♦ ♦ * 

She: Why did you set your mileage register back to 

zero?” 

He : “I wanted to see how far I could go with you be- 
fore we get home.” — Phoenix. 

• ♦ * 

Bulldog: “Well, guess I’ll get a little more sleep.” 
Ralls: “What! Not going back to bed?” 

Bulldog: “No. To history class.” 


WELCH’S BARBER SHOP 

For Those Who Are Particular 


Barbers 


16th Near Broad 
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Lady : “But don’t you find that horseback riding gives 
one a headache?” 

Instructor: “Emphatically no, madam; just the re- 
verse.” 

# « # 

Listen, my lads, and I will tell 
Where old Central and Hume-Fogg fell: 

In North Nashville, down in the dell, 

With M. B. A. hittin’ ’em hard as — ^the dickens. 

m * 0 

Servant: “And who must I tell her called?” 

Caveman Denton: “Well, if you want her to stay at 
home some, just tell her it was Earl.” 

« • • 

Bulldog: “Is Sis here?” 

Old Gent: “Yes.” 

Bulldog: “Well, trot her out.” 

« • # 

He : “Do you think that you could learn to love me?” 
She: “I’m afraid not.” 

He: “ ’Tis as I feared, too old to learn .” — Jack 0* Lan- 
tern. 

* * « 

Mr. Caldwell (in Physical Geography) : “Chili, what is 
gypsum ?” 

Chili: “You ought to know, you run the lunch room.” 

♦ ♦ ^ 

There is a boy at M. B. A., 

Some call him “Rallie,” so they say. 

He thinks that he can Sheik at will. 

And that is why he’s known as “Pill.’’ 

* • « 

Ed : “I guess you’ve been out \vith worse looking fel- 
lows than I am, haven’t you?” 

Ed : “I say, I guess you’ve been out with worse looking 
fellows than I, haven’t you?” 

Young Lady: “I heard you the first time. I was just 
trying to think.” 
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Lusky : “Say, there’s a fly in my soup.” 

Bake: “Serves him right; let him drown.” 

• • • 

Mrs. Ball (in History class) : “Glennon, where did the 
Scotch-Irish settle?” 

Glennon: “In the Ninth Ward.” 

« « * 

‘'BowwoV Murray was out at a certain young lady's 
one Sunday evening when he heard a dog on the outside 
barking. He immediately went to the window and said, 
“Aw, go lay down ; that ain't funny.” 

« * * 

He: “Why, you'll freeze at the game with silk stock- 
ings !” 

She: “Yes, I know; but our seats are in the top row.” 
— Mercury. 

^ • 

She: “Don't you love these beautiful fall evenings?” 

He: “Sorry, but I'm in training.” 

* * « 

Butts : “When I marry I'm going to marry a girl who 
can take a joke.” 

She : “Don't worry, little boy, it's the only kind you'll 
get.” 

* ♦ • 

Chili : “Yes, sir, I want a hair cut.” 

Barber: “What style, please, sir?” 

Chili : “One like Mr. Chubby gets.” 

* * • 

“Bulldog” admits he has interest in only one girl. He 
says he merely goes to see the other girls because they 
always show him the kitchen and fruit bowls. 


'*A Flavor You Can't Forget" 



IN THE “DOUBLE-BALL” BOTTLE 




M. B. A., 9; Morgan, 19. 

M. B. A. met its first defeat of the season when Morgan 
beat them 19 to 0. 

M. B. A. received the kickoff and after making two fii^t 
downs, Ed Young punted over Morgan’s goal. M. B. A. 
then had the ball all the first quarter, Morgan punting on 
first down every time, owing to Young’s great kicking. 
Ed punted over their goal on almost every occasion except 
two or three times, when the ball went out of bounds on the 
five-yard line. 

Morgan got the ball in the midfield when they recov- 
ered a fumble. They kept the ball in M. B. A. territory 
most of the second quarter. We held them several times 
for downs within our ten-yard line. Once we held Morgan 
for down when they had first down with one yard to go. 
The half ended with the score nothing to nothing. 

Morgan came back strong in the second half. Being 
much heavier than our boys, their extra weight wore our 
team down. In the latter part of the third quarter Scott 
went around end for forty yards and a touchdown. Mor- 
gan scored again in this quarter when they intercepted a 
pass and ran it back to the one-yard line, and Brown car- 
ried the ball over on the fourth down. 

Morgan scored again in the last quarter owing to an 
M. B. A. fumble, which they recovered inside M. B. A.’s 
ten-yard line, and Brown carried it over on an off-tackle 
play. 

Ed Young played one of the best games of his life. He 
gained more than half of his team’s yardage and his punt- 
ing featured the game. 
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Perry Sawyer and “Piute” Lusky were in every play. 
Ralls, who played the first game of his life, gave a fine 
account of himself. 

Brown, Hobbs and Scott were the stars for the Peters- 
burg outfit. In Bi’own and Hobbs, Morgan has the best 
pair of tackles in the State. 

« * # 

M. B. A., 3; Hume-Fogg, 0. 

On the muddiest gridiron of the season, Montgomery 
Bell defeated Hume-Fogg High School by the score of 3 
to 0. It was a hard fought game. 

“Chili” Hardin’s “educated toe” sent the oval through 
the posts from the 25-yard line in the last few minutes of 
play for the only score of the game. 

M. B. A. received the kickoff and ran it back to the 
40-yard line. End runs by Eaton and Young carried the 
ball to Hume-Fogg’s 9-yard line. Here they lost the ball 
on downs and Hume-Fogg punted out. M. B. A. brought 
the ball back up the field on two beautiful end runs by 
Ed Young to the 4-yard line. Ed would have scored had he 
not slipped in the mud when he cut in. Four line plays 
gained only one yard. M. B. A. had the ball on High 
School’s 2-yard line, but could not carry it over. M. B. A. 
threatened to score several other times. The half ended 
with the score nothing to nothing. 

Hume-Fogg did not show any offense until the third 
quarter, when O’Callahan, who subbed for Hackman, made 
several nice gains of 20 yards each. 

Kelly, who entered the game in the last quarter, was 
the most consistent ground gainer for M. B. A. He carried 
the ball from his own 30-yard line to Hume-Fogg’s 13-yard 


We Are Showing the Season’s Latest Styles and Shapes In 

HATS AND CAPS 


COLLARS WRIGHT’S HOSIERY 

NECKW^EAR Corner Fourth and Union St. 
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line on consecutive line plunges, which gained from three 
to six yards each. Here “Chili” Hardin dropped back and 
sent the ball through the goal post for 3 points. 

Ed Young played a great game for M. B. A. He 
gained every time he ran the ball. He averaged 41 yards 
on his punts. He also played a good offensive game. 

Perry Sawyer, “Al” Ralls and “Pluto” Lusky gave a 
fine account of themselves. They were in every play. 

O’Callahan, McTigue and “Red” Eubanks played best 
for Hume-Fogg. 

« * * 

M. B. A., 10; Central High, 7. 

M. B. A, won the city championship when the Central 
High team fell before them by the score of 10 to 7. 

The game was won in the first quarter. Central High 
kicked off to M. B, A., and Lusky returned 15 yards. On 
the next play Ed Young went around end for 26 yards. A 
pass from Young to Sawyer put the ball on Central’s 16- 
yard line. Two line plays and a pass failed to make first 
down. “Chili” Hardin’s drop kick went wild. Tucker ran 
the ball back to the 40-yard line. Central High made a first 
down and tried a pass, which was intercepted by Young 
who ran 56 yards for a touchdown. Hardin kicked goal. 

After an exchange of punts M. B. A. got the ball on 
Central’s 8-yard line. Three line plays failed to gain. Har- 
din dropped back and booted the ball through the goal post 
for three points, which won the game. The quarter ended 
with M,. B. A. leading, 10 to 0. 

The second quarter was played in the middle of the field- 
Neither side threatened to score. 

Central High School scored their only touchdown in the 
third quarter, when Paul punted to M. B. A.’s 1-yard line. 
Johnson punted out 35 yards. Two passes put the ball on 
M. B. A.’s 8-yard line and Tucker went around end for a 
touchdown. Central High advanced the ball to M, B. A.’s 
20-yard line several times only to lose it on downs or an 
intercepted pass. 
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minutes of play, 

but the referee called the ball back. 

to M. B. A.’s 

S’ anH middle of the 

M B A dT?®” A- the 

M. B. A. defense was like a stone wall. 

Ed Young played a great game. He did most of the 

He"avfr?'^d'® team both through the line and around end. 

ban c"* A ? kept the 

one nf ti, ® *®"**°*Y. His defensive work was 

one of the features of the game. 

Gunn’s blocking and tackling was the best that has 
been seen on a local gridiron in years. 

1 ^ played his last game vnth M. B. A He 

played his usual steady game. His blocking and tackling 
was one of the outstanding features of the game. 

usky, Baker and Ralls were in every play. They con- 

fe^got'sSed^^’^'^”^^ 

Joe Tucker and Bill Paul were the stars for Central 

Slf ■ ground-gaining for Cen- 

tral, and Pauls line-plunging and kicking featured the 
£rdni6. 

Ralls ; Snlhvan 

Mayo ::: a 

Baker r — 

Bowman G 


Lusky 


Murray 


Roberts e “ 

Hardin .... o Bnehanan 

Young .. „ 

Gunn -....”i::::::::::h:_::::::: 

Eaton 

Score by periods; 

M. B. A. 

Central High q 


Tucker 
Paul (Capt.) 


10 0 


0 

7 


0—10 
0— 7 
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Substitutions: M. B. A., Kelly for Eaton, Johnson for 
Young, Upper for Roberts, Rea for Bowman, Roberts for 
Sawyer, Young for Johnson, Eaton for Roberts. Central 
High, Allred for Paul, Harville for Murray, Hawkins for 
Burns, Paul for Allred, Burns for Hawkins, Bennett for 
McFall, Murray for Sneed. 

Officials: Referee, Floyd; Umpire, Neely; Head Lines- 
man, Smith. 

* * 4 > 

The football banquet was held in the lower hall of the 
school. The room and the table were decorated with the 
school colors. 

The faculty, Mr. Tom Joy, Mr. Merrill Stone, Mr. Wil- 
liam Martin, Mr. Lucian Emerson, Coach Sykes and the 
entire squad that had been out the entire year were present. 
Mr. Ball was toastmaster. Speeches were made by Coach 
Sykes, Captain Sawyer, Mr. Joy, Mr. Stone, Mr. Emerson, 
Mr. Martin, some members of the faculty and some mem- 
bers of the team. Mr. Ball delivered to Coach Sykes and 
Captain Sawyer some presents which were given by the 
squad. 

The following men were presented with letters by Mr. 
Ball: Captain Perry Sawyer, end; Morris Upper, end; 
Thomas Roberts, end; Owen Hines, tackle; Lehman Lusky, 
tackle; Lurton Ralls, tackle, George Baker, center; Charles 
Hardin, quarterback; Howard Eaton, halfback; Ed Young, 
halfback; Crockett Gunn, halfback; John Kelly, fullback; 
Kennedy Jones, guard, and Julian Mayo, guard In the 
annual election George Baker was chosen captain for next 
year. 


Th9 Most Refresh- 
tng Drink in the 
Wortd 
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